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Two Little Drummer Boys 


It was unusual for Megadeth to have a day off. Even more unusual to have a day off in LA. Chris invited the 
others back to his place for a drink and then there was a band playing a local bar he wanted to check out. 
Megadeth's schedule being what it was, Chris never really got the chance to see his friend, Mick. But, as luck 
would have it, they had a night off in his hometown and Mick's band was playing a set, starting at 8 


David and Dave made their usual excuses. Dave was too busy with tour stuff and David said he was taking a 
quick drive home to Phoenix for the night before returning in the morning. Shawn, on the other hand, was 
eager to blow off some steam. He accompanied Chris back to his condo in Sherman Oaks, they split a pizza and 
a six pack and then drove out to Topanga to see Chris’ friend. 

"So, where you know this guy from?" 

"We used to run in the same circles. He played in a metal band called My Ruin for a while." 


"And what is this band called?" 


"Chevy Metal." 


"Chevy.Metal? | don't get it" 

"Some silly tongue-in-cheek thing. It's a cover band." 

‘Oh. They cover metal songs?" 

"No, more hard rock and shit from the seventies and eighties." 

"Then why do they themselves Chevy Metal?" 

"Shawn, | don't fucking know. Mick didn't come up with it. He's just standing in really for the usual guitarist" 
"Who's that?" 

Chris Shiflett from Foo Fighters." 

"What's he doing now?" 

"Dude, what the fuck is with the twenty questions?" Chris looked annoyed. 

"Just asking." 

"| don't know what he's doing.” 

"Who else is in the band?" 

"Uh, Taylor Hawkins and some dude named Wiley." 

"Wiley. Coyote?" 

Chris sighed and shook his head. "Remind me not to let you drink anymore tonight." 

"Taylor is the drummer in Foo Fighters, isn't he?" 

"Yeah." 

Chris parked his car on the street around the corner from the bar. At the door, Chris gave the guy his name 
and told him Mick had invited him. The two men still paid the $10 cover but were let right in They stood at 
the bar and Chris did allow Shawn another beer. Shawn drank as he eyed the tiny litle kit that stood on the 


makeshift stage. One twenty-two inch kick drum, one snare, three toms, a high hat and two crash cymbals. 


"Dude, that's like half my kit," he snickered, elbowing Chris in the ribs. 


"He ain't playing Mechanix." 

Shawn snorted. "Like to see him try." 

"Well why don't you go and ask him?" Chris said. 

Shawn sniggered. "He wouldn't have any fuckin’ clue who | am." 

Chris was about to reply with a comment that, thanks to Grohl, Taylor would know exactly who Shawn was. A 
few weeks previously David had left his phone lying around with a message from the Foos' frontman on the 
screen. He'd wanted to know what was going on and why they were messaging each other, but had decided, for 
the good of the band, to keep quiet. 

Sighing, the dark haired man shook his head and turned to the bar. Ordering a couple of bottles of water, he 
handed one to Shawn The drummer looked at it before snorting. Leaning across the bar, he ordered a beer and 
settled back on the stool. 


Chris raised an eyebrow. "Thought | said you weren't to drink any more?" 


Shawn snorted and took a long slug of the ice cold beer. "Yeah, whatever. You've dragged me to see some 
covers band with a silly name play. I'm gonna drink and have either the best or worst night of my life.” 


Shaking his head, the guitarist turned and leaned against the bar. "Just shut up and enjoy, okay?" 

"Yeah, yeah. I'm trying. Get me another beer." 

"No." 

"Please." 

"No means no, Shawn. Weren't you taught any manners?" 

Shawn just huffed and continued to stare at the stage. He hoped the evening was worth it. Hoped that the 
band lived up to Chris' expectations at least. From the corner of his eye, he saw people coming and going. A 
burly looking man stepped on to the stage and up to the mic. Gripping it, he surveyed the crowd and grinned. 
"Ladies and gentlemen, it's time to get the show on the road. Please give a huge welcome to Chevy Metall!" 
A shorter man, dressed all in black, with a guitar came out first. He had glossy, long straight black hair a lot 
like Shawn's and grizzly mutton chops. He looked around and found Chris. Gave him a chin flick, which Chris 


returned. A tall, younger man sporting a bass guitar and a mop of dark blond curls came out next. And, at last, 


Taylor came out and sat down behind his Gretsch kit. 


They opened with Black Sabbath's "Fairies Wear Boots". Shawn looked at Chris and Chris grinned and nodded as if 
to say, "Told you." 


After that, they did The Stones "Miss You", Faces' "Stay With Me", Thin Lizzy's "Jailbreak" and then The 
Beatles’ "Come Together". 


"They're really fucking tight, man," Shawn leaned over and shouted in Chris’ ear. 
"| know!" 


After "Come Together", Taylor stood up and pulled his t-shirt over his head. The ladies in the crowd went nuts 
and Shawn stood a little straighter. The blond came around the kit and up to the mic. 


"My buddy, Nick, didn't come down tonight. | need someone to sit in for a couple songs." 


And, of course, the women went crazy again. But Taylor ignored them, eyes scanning the crowd. Mick came up 


beside him and pointed at Chris and Shawn, saying something into Taylor's ear. 


"Well, get the fuck out of here?! Ain't this the shit? | understand there is another drummer in the crowd 
tonight." 


"No! NOII" Shawn said. "Absolutely not! | am on my day off!" 
Chris laughed and gave his buzzed friend a shove. "Go on. Show him Mechanix." 
"I fucking hate you." 


Shawn slowly pushed through the crowd to the stage and tried to just slide behind the kit but Mick stopped 


him. 

"Mr. Shawn Drover from Megadeth, everyone!" 

Chris hooted and whistled, raising his hands above his head to clap. Shawn flipped him off. 
"All right, what are we doing?" 


"| like your Queen shirt, man. Cool," Taylor told him and extended his long, gangly arm, holding his hand out to 


Shawn. "Really happy to meet you. You know some Queen?" 
"Course." 


"Tie Your Mother Down?" 


"You got it." 
"Cool." 


Shawn gave the skinny blond a grin and then sat down on his drum throne. He picked up Taylor's sticks and 
then gave the kick pedal and the high hat pedal a few hits to loosen up. 


Taylor, mic in hand, turned around to him. "What do you think? You good?" 
"Let's do it" 


They roared through the first song and Shawn found something strange happening. He couldn't take his eyes 


from the skinny blond man, his concentration waning and groin tightening every time Taylor moved. 
What the fuck was happening? 


They finished the first song and there was a brief pause before they started on "Don't Stop Me Now". The 
crowd were going wild, singing and dancing. Shawn could swear that the temperature in the room was rising, his 
skin already pitted with sweat. Or maybe it was the guy in front of him, the one whose tiny ass was swinging 


back and forth in time to the music, one hand wrapped around the microphone. 


Shaking his head a little, Shawn did his best to keep his concentration but it was tough. He hoped they had a 


couple more songs to go before he was forced to do the walk of shame with a raging erection. 

Which was something else he didn't understand. He wasn't particularly into guys. Sure, he'd slept with a few 
and had a minor relationship with one for a while. But they'd all be big, burly metal guys, all capable of holding 
him down and doing rough, nasty things to him. 


But this guy? This one was a whole other kettle of fish. Skinny and toned, Taylor looked as though he'd blow 
away if the wind picked up. He didn't look as though he'd mess around with guys like Shawn. Or would he? 


Biting his lower lip, Shawn shook his head and continued to play, head down and eyes away from the delicious 
sight in front of him. 


"So what else you know?" Taylor asked Shawn, speaking into the mic. 
The other man grinned but couldn't quite raise his eyes from the skinny blond's naked stomach. 
"Van Halen?" Taylor asked. 


"What song?" 


He smirked then and said, "Ain't Talkin’ Bout Love?" 

Fuck. Shawn swallowed and gave a very non-committal shrug. His mind was already swimming, though. 

"No? What?" 

At this point, the crowd was getting antsy, though, so Shawn pasted on a smile and said, "Sure. Let's do that" 
Taylor's gaze lingered for a half a second before Mick began the intro. All throughout which, the little blond 
faced Shawn and danced, wiggling and gyrating his hips, which were sharp and angled and how his board shorts 
stayed up on them, Shawn had no idea 


| heard the news, baby, all about your disease." He was singing the fucking song right to Shawn. 


It took every ounce of self-control the drummer had to focus on what he was doing. But when Taylor sang 


the next line, Shawn flinched and the head of the stick hit the rim of the snare and split in two. 

"Yeah, you may have all you want, baby, but | got somethin’ you need." 

Wide, panicked, blue eyes found Taylor's and the blond pointed at the stick bag to Shawn's left. 

It was the longest four minutes of Shawn's life. After he broke the stick, he kept his head down, letting his 
hair fall over his sweat-dotted face, and he just hammered out the rest of the song. After which, he stood 
and handed the sticks back to Taylor. 


"This is my night off, man. I'm done." 


"But you're so good!" Taylor protested, purposely letting his eyes drift down Shawn's chest, over his quivering 
stomach (well hidden by his loose t-shirt) and coming to rest on the bulging crotch of his jeans. 


Shawn stammered, stuttered, and finally managed a small grin before quickly exiting the stage. When he 
reached Chris‘ side, the guitarist held out a bottle of beer. 


"Asshole," Shawn muttered as he accepted it and downed it in one long chug. "Another. Now!" 


Chevy Metal wrapped up with Panama, which Wiley sang after Taylor returned to the kit. And lastly, Under 


Pressure. Shawn watched in awe, really, of Taylor's ability to sing a lead part and drum at the same time. 
"He's good," he murmured before catching himself. 
"Yep. Really good," Chris agreed. 


"Kind of sounds like Page and Mercury blended together. Good voice." 


Chris smirked and looked at his friend. 

"What?" 

"You like him." 

"Well, yeah. | mean.he's talented..good. Good voice," he stammered. 
"Its cool" Chris shrugged. 

"What? Nol | don't..not like.that." 

‘It's cool," the younger man repeated. 


After the show, Shawn expected to just leave but Chris insisted on hanging around and chatting with his friend. 
Shawn hung back, nursing another beer, when he felt eyes on him. He looked up to find Taylor watching him. 


"I'd love to come and see you in your element. You know, doing metal instead of these rock covers," Taylor told 


him. 


"We're playing the Shrine tomorrow night. Come down," Chris answered for him before Shawn had a chance to 


speak. 


"Yeah? Cool! | mean, if its okay with you." Taylor had gorgeous eyes. They sought Shawn's out, looking for 


approval. 


Why the hell did it matter to him so bad if Shawn wanted him to come to the show? So he affected an air of 


nonchalance. 


“Sure, man. Whatever.” But what he thought to himself was, ‘Get me out of here before | rip those shorts 


down and bend him over! 


Before the blush could hit his cheeks again, Shawn excused himself and headed for the bathroom. It was a 


single stall room with a lockable door. 


Flicking the lock, he leaned heavily against the door and stared at himself in the small mirror on the wall. Fuck, 


he looked awful, sweat slicking his face and his jeans tighter than the makers had ever intended them to be. 
"Fuck!" he hissed, one hand slamming into the door. "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" 


A knocking at the door made Shawn jump and stare at it. 


"Shawn?" Taylor. 
"Y-Yeah?" 

"You okay?" 

He swallowed around his dry throat. "Yeah. Just fine. 
"Can | talk to you?" 


His heart flipped and he bit his lower lip. He didn't want to push Taylor away. But, at the same time, he was 
scared of what would happen if he began to open up. "Why?" 


"Because you're a fuckin’ good drummer and | want to get to know you better." There was a pause and Shawn 
felt himself relax. Then Taylor continued, "And | think you're a fuckin’ beast and | want your tongue down my 
throat." 


Yanking the door open, Shawn grabbed the skinny man, hauled him into the bathroom and slammed the door 
shut. Taylor grinned at him, eyes sparkling. Grabbing Shawn, he pressed him against the cool, tiled wall and 
roughly kissed him. 


Shawn had no idea what to do, the shock freezing him. 


Teeth tugged at his lower lip before Taylor pulled back and looked at him, head cocked to one side. "What's 


wrong? Don't you like me?" 


Panting, Shawn tried to find his voice. All that came out was a low squeak and he nodded. "I do like you," he 
managed to choke out. "Really like you." 


The grin broke the other drummer's face again "Good. ‘cause | think you're fuckin’ hot. Now kiss me." 


Taylor leaned in again but Shawn moved to the side. 
"Wait. But - " 
"But what? Whats wrong?" Taylor's voice was low as he playfully ran a hand down his own chest. 


Shawn was undone. "Oh, fuck. | don't know. Come here." He gripped the blond with a hand on the back of his neck 


and pulled him in. 


Their mouths crashed together. Taylor's hands immediately grabbed at the hem of Shawn's t-shirt and he 
pulled it up, forcing them apart for a moment. When Taylor dropped the shirt, his eyes fell to Shawn's bare 
chest and he moaned softly. Tongue licking his lips as he gazed at the brunette's pert ripples. Taylor bent 
slightly at the knees, almost as if they buckled and he dropped his drooling mouth to the other's shoulder. 


Shawn tangled his hands in damp blond hair as his head fell back against the wall. Long, calloused fingers glided 
down the brunette's sides and dipped right into the waistband of his jeans. That talented mouth was now 


nibbling along Shawn's collarbone. 

"Fuck, yes. Yes!" he groaned as his hips rocked slowly. 

His erection was trapped painfully inside his jeans while the blond's was very, very noticeably free inside his 
oversized shorts. Shawn's own hands traveled from Taylor's hair, down his back to cup his little ass. Strong 


fingers squeezed and kneaded at Taylor's cheeks, causing him to hiss and groan. 


"Take them off. Rip ‘em off me," Taylor hissed into Shawn's ear before his teeth found the lobe and bit down 


on it. 
"Shit!" Shawn gasped. 


He pushed Taylor off of him and swung him around. He pressed the blond against the counter that held the 


bathroom's sink and, leaning against him, he met the blond's eyes in the mirror. 

"Do it;" Taylor murmured as he reached a hand back to take a fist full of Shawn's raven black hair. 

Hissing as his hair was pulled, Shawn fought with his jeans, unable to get them down quick enough. Kicking them 
away, he pressed himself against the delicious, lithe body before him. A hiss left his lips as their skin slid 


together, his cock sliding against that gorgeous little ass. 


"Fuck," he moaned as he rocked his hips. "Fuck, you're hot" Wrapping one hand in Taylor's hair, he leaned close 
and nipped his throat. "Must be a criminal offense to be as hot as you." 


Against him, Taylor sniggered. "I'm sure that goes both ways, hot stuff. Now stop humpin' my fuckin’ ass and 
start fuckin’ it" 


Shawn didn't need any more encouragement. Giving the blond man a rough kiss, he pulled back and grabbed 
Taylor's bony hips. Pulling them back a little, he eagerly spread the other man's cheeks and ran a finger along 
his crack. Taylor shivered and moaned beneath his touches, skin puckering at his touch. Gently he pressed a 
finger in, grinning as Taylor hissed. 

"Fuck no!" the blond man moaned. "More! Harder!" 

Chuckling, Shawn playfully swatted the wriggling ass. "Patience! Don't wanna hurt you." 


"Maybe | want some fuckin’ pain" 


Straightening up, Shawn cocked an eyebrow. "Well, if you wanted pain, why didn't you say so? Coulda taken you 


back to my place and caned your ass raw." 


That seemed to silence Taylor for a second before he started wriggling some more. "Do it! Spank me! Make it 


so | can't fuckin’ sit down and play for a week!" 

Grinning, Shawn took that as a challenge. Resting a hand in the small of Taylor's back, he pulled his hand back 
and let fly. Slap after stinging slap cracked against the other man's tiny ass, Shawn's large hand print left in its 
wake. Taylor whined and hissed and danced from foot to foot, his hands gripping the edge of the sink. 

"Yes! Yes! Harder! Fuckin’ give it to me!" 

Shawn kept up his assault until his arm ached. Panting, he took a step back and looked at the blond man's 
beautifully reddened ass. He couldn't help bending down and pressing kisses to each punished cheek. It was a 
move which made Taylor whine and wiggle more. 

And since he was already down there, Shawn thought with a giggle. He used two hands to spread Taylor's 
cheeks. With his tongue, he found the blond's puckered little hole and gave it a lick He tasted of salty sweat 
and a sweet musk that made the brunette's head swim. Eagerly, he returned for more, licking and kissing 
Taylor, who grunted and squirmed. 

"Fuck! Fuck mel" He groaned. 

Shawn glanced up and found Taylor with his back arched, rolling his hips, and his head thrown back, staring at 
the ceiling, blond hair dusting his shoulder blades. Oh, he had to have him. Had to take him now. He was so 
fucking gorgeous. 


He straightened and pressed himself against Taylor's ass, wrapping one arm around his stomach. With soft 


nibbles along the blonds neck, Shawn met his eyes again in the mirror. 

"Ready for me?" 

"Oh, hell yeah. Come on, give it to me." 

Shawn still held the blond's gaze in the mirror as he lifted his free hand to his own mouth and spit into his 
palm. Finally tearing his stare away, brilliant blue eyes drifted along Taylor's spine, coming to rest on the little 


tattoo of a bug between his wings. 


"What's with the bug?" Shawn grunted as he used the spit covered hand to lube himself up, stroking his cock, 


spreading the saliva over the head. 
"Huh?" the other grunted, tossing a confused look over his shoulder. 


"The fucking bug. Why you got a tattoo of a bug?" 


"Oh. Just some silly thing | did when | was a kid." 


The next thing Taylor felt was a wet, hot mouth on his tattoo as the head of Shawn's cock pressed against his 
hole. Shawn shuffled his feet a little wider apart, bent his knees and slowly rocked forward. 


He gasped as he entered the blond man, his eyes rolling back into his head. 
"Fuck," Shawn hissed. "Fuck, you're so fuckin’ tight” 
Taylor chuckled and shifted slightly, a movement which made Shawn howl. "I'l take that as a compliment." 


Taking deep, even breaths, Shawn collected himself, one hand moving to grip the sink before he slid to the floor. 
Turning his attention back to the little bug tattoo, he began to move. Keeping his composure was tough as 
Taylor began to shift beneath him, the blond man moving from one foot to the other, back arching and dipping. 
Groaning, Shawn sank his teeth into the little bug tattoo causing Taylor to scream and straighten up. 


"Again!" the blond man screamed. "That felt fuckin’ great!" 


Chuckling, Shawn rocked his hips forward at the exact same moment he sank his teeth back into Taylor's flesh. 
He got another scream and another wriggle, movements which sent sensations jolting along his cock. Feeling his 
knees weaken, Shawn caught himself and began to thrust slowly, deliberately missing hitting the drummer's 
sweet spot. Beneath him Taylor grunted and groaned, hands flexing against the sink as he desperately tried to 
push himself back onto Shawn. 


The dark haired man stopped, pulled back a little and placed a hand in the small of Taylor's back. "Uh uh. No 
fighting with me." 


"Why not?! | want this. Fuck, | want this so fuckin’ bad." 
Chuckling, he flicked Taylor's flank, the blond man yelping and jumping. Straightening his back, Shawn reached out 
and wrapped a hand in all that dirty blond hair. The other man moaned as Shawn pulled, his back dipping 


deliciously. 


"You're just a horny, little slut, aren't you?" Shawn hissed into the blond's ear as he pulled his hair back so 
that Taylor's head was against his shoulder. 


"For someone as fucking hot as you? Hell, yes!" Taylor replied through gritted teeth. 


The hand in Taylor's hair moved to the side of his face and turned it toward Shawn. He covered Taylor's 
mouth with his and kissed him roughly while increasing the rhythm of his thrusts. 


Taylor grunted and mewled as he rolled his hips, meeting Shawn's thrusts. When the brunette slowed again, 


Taylor whined and wiggled once again. 
"Why are you stopping now?" he groaned, clearly frustrated. 


With one hand in Taylor's back, he pushed him over the counter. The other hand hooked the blond's knee and 


raised it to rest on the counter. 
"Oh fuck, yeah. | like this. Give it to me!" 


The older man slid himself all the way out of Taylor now and he looked around them, at the clothing on the 
floor. He picked up his own t-shirt and rolled it up in his hands. He wrapped it around Taylor's head, pushing it 
into his mouth. 


"Gotta fucking gag you to make you shut the fuck up," he growled as he tied the shirt into a knot. 


The other drummer nodded his head up and down and moaned against the shirt while his eyes gazed at Shawn 


with a hazy, lustful look in them. 


Shawn rolled up on the balls of his feet and swiftly pushed his thick cock back into Taylor's ass. Holding the 
blond's hips, he thrust fast and deep, finding his prostate every single time. Taylor howled against the gag, 
reaching an arm back and grabbing Shawn by the back of the neck. 


Burying his nose in Taylor's hair, Shawn inhaled deeply, taking in the scent of sweat and cologne. It was a heady, 
musky scent, one which drove him to the edge. Taylor's fingers grabbed at him, tangling in his hair and pulling. 
Grunting, Shawn pulled away again, Taylor giving him a frustrated look. Grinning at the blond man, Shawn swiped 
up the other man's sleeveless shirt. Grabbing Taylor's left arm, Shawn pulled it behind the skinny man's back. 
Looping the shirt around his wrist, he grabbed Taylor's right arm and did the same, securing his arms behind 


his back. Taylor's expression went from frustration to one of pure lust. 


Shawn took a moment to admire the bound and gagged man. Took in how his tall, lithe body was bent over the 
counter, eyes eagerly watching Shawn With a wriggle of his hips, Taylor encouraged him back 


And Shawn wasn't going to turn him down. Grabbing those narrow hips, he pushed himself back into the blond 


man, a groan leaving his lips as Taylor tightened around him. 
"Fuck," he hissed. "Fuck, fuck, fuck. You're so fuckin’ good." 


A smirk just flicked through Taylor's eyes and he rocked his hips back and forth, demanding that Shawn move. 
And the dark haired drummer wasn't going to disappoint. Wrapping a hand back into Taylor's hair, Shawn yanked 
his head back and sank his teeth into the blond man's throat. The gag stifled Taylor's scream, his body 
trembling against the counter. He pushed himself back onto Shawn, demanding that the other man begin to 
move and give him the fucking of his life. He wriggled and rocked, dancing from one foot to the other. All the 
while he enjoyed being bound and restrained. Loved the feeling of Shawn holding him down and threatening to 


pound into him. 

"You ready?" The dark-haired man growled. 

Taylor eagerly nodded, rolling his eyes and mumbling something against the shirt stuffed in his mouth. 

"Good" Shawn said with a sneer as he thrust himself deep inside of the blond 

With one hand gripping the counter and the other knotted into Taylor's hair, Shawn hammered away, roughly 
pushing himself as deep as he could go. Taylor arched his back and howled against the gag. He kept up this 
frenzied rhythm, slamming into the other drummer as hard as he could. 

It felt a-fucking-mazing. The blond was so hot and tight. Every thrust inside of him hurdled Shawn closer and 
closer to ecstasy. The noises he was making and the way his body moved beneath Shawn only drove him there 


faster. 


He had to stop if he wanted this to last so Shawn reluctantly slowed and pulled out again. Taylor scowled and 


looked over his shoulder as if to say, ‘what now?! 
The brunette untied his wrists and turned him around to face him. 
"Hop up," Shawn told him and guided him by his hips. 


Taylor hopped up on the counter and then Shawn took his legs and wrapped them around himself. The blond 
gripped his shoulders and stared into Shawn's eyes. Still gagged by the t-shirt, Taylor groaned as he was 
entered once again. Hard and fast, Shawn pounded into Taylor with full abandon, 


Both men moved in unison now, forgetting their surroundings, wanting only to drive each other to the edge of 
madness. Shawn threw his head back and growled through gritted teeth as he held the blond by his hips, 
pulling him into each deep thrust. Taylor couldn't stand the gag anymore. As much as he loved it, he had to 


yank it off and scream his pleasure. 
Almost at once, they both realized they were screaming the building down but neither gave a shit. 


As much as he wanted it to last all night, Shawn knew he wouldn't. He was close, painfully so, the blond doing 
everything in his power to push him over the edge. 


Their voices grew louder and louder, calls of names mingled with obscenities. When Taylor arched back against 
the counter, legs tight around Shawn, the dark haired man nearly came. Just seeing that delicious body 
stretched out was enough and he pounded into the blond man as hard as he could 


Taylor didn't complain, instead just screaming louder, his knuckles nearly white as he gripped the edge of the 


counter. 


"Fuck, Shawn! Yes! Yes!" 
"Stroke yourself," Shawn panted. "Not gonna last much longer." 


He gawped as Taylor let one hand slide from the counter and to his gorgeously strained cock. Pre-come 
dribbled from the slit, slicking the skin and Shawn could only watch as the blond man stroked himself in time to 
the pounding he was taking. 


"Fuckkkk.." he hissed, his own body tightening, readying itself. The pleasure knotted in his stomach and shivered 
down the backs of his legs. His body shook with the effort, but it was worth it. It was a long time since he'd 


had the chance to fuck someone so hot. 


Leaning a little closer, Shawn deepened his thrusts, Taylor flexing around him. With one last, particularly deep 
thrust, Shawn let out a low, long howl as he spilled himself into the blond man. 


The shockwaves rippled through him as he slowed his rocking. He was still throbbing inside of the blond. A 
warm, delicious feeling of release fell over Shawn as he gazed at Taylor. His head was thrown back, he was 


hissing and moaning, one hand was thrown back against the mirror to brace himself while he furiously jerked 


himself off. 


Shawn pulled his spent cock out of Taylor and stooped down He ran his hands down Taylor's chest as he 
lowered his mouth to his dick. Taylor gasped and inhaled sharply when he felt the brunette's wet mouth close 
around him. The blond removed his hand and leaned back to watch Shawn suck him. 


One hand remained sitting against Taylor's flat, toned stomach, tracing the muscles and ripples with his fingers. 
The other hand slid down and, at first, merely played with the blond's balls. He rolled them in his palm, 
squeezed them and then held them up so that he could lick and suck them. 


"Oh, shit! Yes!" Taylor hissed. 


But when the hand traveled a little lower and a finger slipped inside of him and started to urge him to push 
Shawn's come out, Taylor was undone. He howled and squirmed, unable to keep still. The knot that had been 
deliciously building up in the pit of his stomach was stretched taut now, threatening to burst. 


“Shawn, holy fucking shit! Oh fuck me! Yes, yes, Shawn!" he babbled incoherently as the other took him deep 
into his throat and the finger kept wiggling and twisting inside of him. 


Taylor's hips bucked off of the counter, his thighs spread farther apart as the warm come dribbled out of 
him, running down Shawn's hand and wrist. When he pushed the digit just a little deeper into Taylor, he was 
rewarded with the loudest scream of his name he ever heard in his life. Taylor's stunning body went rigid as 
he came so hard and so long, hitting the back of the brunette's throat. It seemed to last forever. Shawn kept 


fingering him and sucking him, his body writhed and he cried out over and over until he could no longer handle 


it. He bucked once and pushed Shawn away. 

"Fuck..fucking shit. What the fuck did you do to me?" he panted. 

Straightening up, Shawn licked his lips clean. "Same thing you did to me. Damn, you're good." 
Taylor grinned, eyes riding over Shawn's lean body. "Not so bad yourself" 

Wrapping a hand into all that blond hair, Shawn gave him one last rough kiss. A kiss which was returned with 
the same amount of fervor. For a moment, they battled one another, hands tugging at hair, teeth and lips 
clashing. 

Finally Taylor pulled away. "Na ah. Not again. Not in here." 

Grinning, Shawn gathered his clothes. "When then?" 


“Tomorrow night?" 


"Fuckin' perfect." 


"Damn, man, those are some badass scratches on your back. You must have had a good night!" 


With his heart hammering, his shirt dangling from one hand, Shawn swung around and glared at David. The 
honey blond looked at him, chuckling manically to himself. 


"Yeah, better than your night" Shawn looked him up and down. "What did you do last right?" 
David's face fell, the laughter suddenly dying. "Nothing. Why?" 

It was Shawn's turn to grin. "Sure?" 

"Absolutely" 


"No guilty secrets to share with the band?" 


A hand landed on his shoulder and he turned to look at Chris. The guitarist gave him one of his patented "Shut 


the fuck up" looks. Falling silent, Shawn pulled the shirt over his head and drummed against a nearby table. It 
was show time and he was trying to push back his thoughts from the night before. Dirty, sweaty, porn film 


e thoughts. ‘cause yeah, he was going to get that again tonight. If Taylor turned up.. Would he turn up? Or 
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was Shawn a one off fuck? Shit, he hoped not because he wanted another go at that fine, skinny ass. Wanted 


another ride on the guy who moved and screamed more than he did. 


Chris turned to Dave and, grinning, he said, "Shawn wants to play Mechanix tonight, Boss 
"Oh, he does?" 

"Yep, couldn't stop taking about it last night. Really itching to do that one” 

Shawn elbowed the guitarist in the ribs. "Jerk" 

"David, you okay with that?" Dave asked as he rolled the sleeves on his shirt 

"Yeah, fine. 

"Then it's settled. See? There you go" Chris giggled and walked away. 

"Hey, Shawn?" Their tour manager popped his head in. "Someone here for you" 


Shawn's stomach flipped and he couldn't stop the stupid grin from spreading across his lips. He excused himself 


and found Taylor in the hallway. 
"Hey. | wasn't sure you'd make it," Shawn admitted as he fidgeted and tapped a stick against the wall 


"Wouldn't miss it. | can't wait to see you out there." Taylor pushed himself against the other drummer and 
stared hungrily at his mouth. He started to lean in when Shawn took a step backwards. 


"| can't. Not here," he hissed. 

"Why not?" 

"Because." Shawn grinned. "My boss is homophobic." 

Taylor raised an eyebrow. "Really now?" 

"Yep" 

"Want to show him what it's like when two hot guys go at it?" 
"Yeah, but his boss is homophobic." 


The voice made them jump, Taylor's face paling as he swung around. With a grin on his face, Dave Grohl 


sauntered up to them. He looked the blond up and down. "What the fuck are you doing here?" 


"What the fuck are YOU doing here, Dave?!" 


The grin just widened. "Asked you first 

Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Taylor nodded to Shawn 

"Ah, the drummer. Couldn't help yourself, could you?" 

The blond shook his head. Dave chuckled and smacked Taylor's ass before he continued walking. 
"Hey!" Taylor called. "You didn't answer me." 


Dave leaned against the door to Megadeth's dressing room and winked at them. "I'm here for the bass player." 


